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NIGHTMARE. 

Midnight ! — 
And darkness and silence 
Fill all the chamber, 

Save where, 
Borne on the summer air, 
The souls of the flowers 
That perished at sunset 
Float in through the window. 

At midnight — 
In darkness and silence — 

I wake with a shudder — 
A vision most frightful ! 

A Presence 
(Its form or its substance 

I know not) 
Is crouching before me, 
Staring and glaring, 
Thrilling and chilling 

My blood 
With cold terror! 
By some subtle power 
I know this black horror 

Is I! 
Myself confronting myself — 
Dreadful duality! 

Dimly foreshadowed, I see 
All the deep mystery. 
Of my soul's history: 
How each endeavor 
To reach and to grasp 
Things lofty and holy 

Will be forever 
Made futile; 
And I shall be ever 
Held down, beaten back 
By my sinister double! 
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144 THE CONNOISSEUR. 

For I know of a surety 

Tis I, myself, — verily 

This horrible presence 
That stares in my face 
With such evil grimace — 

That is I ! This is I 
Loathing and fearing that other ! 

But which is the stronger? — 
Which will live longer ? — 
Which will the victor be 

In that great hour 
Of life's final conflict ? 

Thou, God of Power ! — 

Thou must deliver me 
If e'er I should saved be 
From this dread enemy 

In my own soul ! 

Mildred Wilmans Dorsey. 




